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In the mud and the slime of the trench,

In the chilly grey of the dawn.

In the heat of blazing midday,

We live our rebellious lives,

Rebellious to all subjection,

And a light illumines our ways

Until darkness encircles our bodies.

The dying are borne away

And their eyes are still ablaze,

Ablaze as if the morning sun

Were shining from their very eyes.

To the trenches they had gone

With resolution in their limbs

" Here we shall take root," they said.

" From here none shall uproot us."

And when Death came and reaped them.

Proudly he gazed on his harvest.

But in the shadowed lanes and alleys

They weep for them that fell,

Mothers who had given them milk,

Sisters -who had cradled them,

Snow-white brides now decked in mourning.

Quivering, spent, and fever-blooded,

Peering over letters, portraits,

Weeping silently, uncomfbrted,

For all the beauty now departed.

Youth, sunny youth of Spain,
The fields are strewn with your bones,
And only the fame of your deeds
Endures and flows on like a brook.